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he would thrill his listeners with his vision of a future in
which reason and freedom would be triumphant.
The talk about Isai's murder soon died down.
"They don't give a damn for the people, not even for
the ones they use against us," Andrei said with a wry
smile. "And they don't regret the loss of their hirelings,
Only of their money."

"Enough of such talk, Andrei!" said Pavel firmly.
"The rot crumbled at the first touch, that's all," said
the mother.

"True enough, but it's not much comfort," replied the
kkokhol gloomily.

He often said this, and when he said it, the words broad-
ened into a generalisation which was caustic and bitter.
At last the long-awaited day arrived: the First of May.
The whistle blew as peremptorily as ever. The mother,
who had not closed her eyes all night, jumped out of bed
and lighted the samovar, which she had made ready in the
evening. She was about to knock at the door of the boys'
room as usual, but she thought better of it, and sat down
at the window, holding one hand to her face as if she had
a toothache.

Across* the pale blue sky floated a cluster of pink and
white clouds like a flock of large birds frightened by the
hissing of the steam from the factory. The mother watched
the clouds dreamily. Her head was heavy and her eyes
were dry and inflamed from her sleepless night. She was
filled with a strange calmness. Her heart beat evenly and
her mind was busy with simple thoughts. "I lighted the

samovar too soon; the water will all boil away___They're

both so worn out, let them sleep a bit longer this morn-
ing...."

A ray of early sun glanced merrily in at the window.
She held out her hand, and when the bright warmth came
to rest on it, she stroked it with her other hand smiling
meditatively. At last she got up and quietly took the pipe
out of the samovar. Then she washed herself and began
to pray, crossing Herself fervently and silently moving Her